The mo ft lamentable Trdgtiie 

When for his hand he had hi* two fonnes heads,/ 
Beheld bis tearcs,andlaught fohartily. 

That bolh mine eyes were rainie like to his : 

And when I told the Emprcfle of this fport, 

She founded almoft at my pleafingtale, 

And for my tidings gaue me twenty kifTcs. 

Cjeth. 

What canft thou fay all this,and neuer blufh. ? 

Aron. 

I like a blacke do gge as the fay ing is ♦ 

Lucius. 

Art thou not forry for thefe hainous deeded 
Aron. 

I that I had not done a thoufand more, 

Euen now I curfc the day, and yet I thinke 
Few come within thecoinpaflc of my curfe. 
Wherein I did not fome notorious ill, 

As kill ainan,ore]fedeuifchis death, 

RauiCba maid, or plot the way to doe it, 

Accufe fome innocent, and forfwcaremy fclfe. 

Set deadly enmity betweene two friends. 

Make poore mens caticll breake their neck$* 

Set fire on barocs and hay flackes in the ni ght. 

And bid the owners quench them with their tcares : 
Oft hauc I digd vp dead men from their graues, 
And fet them vpnght at their decre friends doorc, 
Euen w h en t heir for rovves aliuoft was forgot, 
Andcn their skinnes,ason the barkeoftrees, 

Hauc with my knife earned in Romainc letters. 


Let 
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Let not your for row die,thongh 1 am dead. 

Jut, I hauedone a thoufand drcadfull thinges 
As willingly as one would kill a flie, 

And nothing greeu es me hartily indeede, 

But that I cannot doe tenne thou fand more. 

Lucitit. Bring downe the deuill, for he rr.uftnot die 
So fwcet a death as hanging prefently. 
jlrttu If there be deuils, wouldl wereadcuill, 

Ta Hue and burne in euerlafting fire, 

So I might haucy our company in hell 
But to torment you with my bitter tongue. 

Lucius. Sirs flop his mouth, and let him fpeake no more. 

Enter Emillius * 

goth. My Lord there is a MefTenger from Rome 
Defires to be admitted to yonr prefence. 

Lucius. Lit him come neere. 

Welcome Emillius, what’s the newesfrom Rome ? 

Emit/. Lord Lucius, and you Princes ofthe Gothcs, 
TheRotriaine Emperourgrteresyouallby me, 

And tor he vnderllands you are in Armes, 

He craues a parly at your fathers houfe 
Willing you to demaund your lioftages. 

And they Hull be immediately deliuered. 

Goth. W’hatfaies our Generali? 

Lucius. Emillius, let the Emperour giue hispledges 
Vnto my Father, and my Vncle Marcus, 

And we willcome: march away. Exeunt. 

Enter Tam«ra,aud her treofennes dijguifed. 

T cm or a. Thus in this Orange and fad habilliamcBt, 

I will encounter with An dromeus, 

I 2 And 


